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none rivals that of the Berkshire Downs among which the hamlet
of Bradfield lies. If the face of England has changed, fif quiet
vales have been rudely awakened by motor traffic, their pastures
and woods made hideous by the incursions of industry and rows
of villas, the country around Bradfield remains unspoiled. One
may turn aside from the groat highway of the Bath Road at
Theale, and travel through miles of mcadowland, on which are
herds of cows grazing, waving corn, backed by deep woods.
There is a glimpse of the silver thread of the Pang as it curls
beside the narrow road, there arc squat farms and cottages of
mellow red brick, creeper-clad, heavy-caved, which lie around
the trees.

The road to Bradfield mounts almost imperceptibly to the
crown of the Hog's Back. From the Quadrangle of the College,
in which now is set the War Gross, the countryside is laid out as
a map, its landscape traced by elm-crowned hedgerows, and tree-
chimps, like turrets. And on the horizon where woods cling to
the lip of the Thames Valley is the narrow lane," Dark Entry,"
which leads to Paugbourne, ghost-like and terrifying, down
whose incline it is said a monk's skull rolls by night. Except for
the few engaged in husbandry one may walk for miles without
meeting a soul, possibly a boy friend or two, but they arc of
Bradfield, for the time being, at least, citizens and subjects of the
woods and meadows. And at the awakening of each year the
copses and fields arc filled with spring, anemones and violets,
thousands of young rabbits with bobbing tails, the fox and
strutting pheasants, lambs, calves, and foals.

No Bradfield boy but can discover himself a part of England,
brought up on the main channel of English tradition, nurtured
among the most various and extravagant beauties of herself,